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And bowed to the robed assembly whose eyes
gleamed wet in the light.
Judas arose and departed; night went out to the
night.
Then Jesus lifted His voice like a fountain in an
ocean of tears,
And comforted His disciples and canned and
allayed their fears.
But Judas wound down the turret, creeping from
floor to floor,
And would fly; but one leaning, weeping, barred
him beside the door.
And he knew her by her ruddy garment and two
yet-watching men:
Mary of Seven Evils, Mary Magdalen.
And he was frighted at her.   She sighed:   * I
dreamed Him dead.
We sell the body for silver . . .*
Then Judas cried out and fled
Forth into the night! . . .   The moon had begun
to set;
A drear, deft wind went sifting, setting the dust
afret,
Into the heart of the city Judas ran on and
prayed
To  stern  Jehovah lest  his  deed  make  him
afraid.
But  in  the  tiny  lantern, hanging as  if on
air,
The disciples sat unspeaking.   Amaze and peace
were there.
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